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NICE NEW RUGS

MADE

OQutof.. ..
Old Carpets

Tn answer to numerous in-
guiries from our many friends,
we are pleased to announce
that we have cur

New Rug Machinery
and are prepared {o convert
old carpets into new rugs with
peatness and dispatch. Our
machines are of the latest and
best designs and enable us to
turn out the highest grade of
work, and we solicit the pat-
ronage of the public.

The Bellefontaine Mat-
tress ﬁcmlg_gholstering Co
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[MSURANCE AGENCY

—INEURES AGAINST—

Fire,
Lightning,
wWind Storms,

Cyclones.

Office Rooms | & 2 Empire Block.

June 12 190-1yr.
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N.Y. When writing men-
this generous offer In this paper.

Doa’t make any mistake, but remember the
name, Swamp-Root, Dr. Kllmer's Bwamp-
Root, and the address, Bloghampton, N. Y..on
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CRIME OF
THE TRAMP

By Leo Crane

13

Copyright, 19202, hy MeQTure's
Newspaper Syndicate
o800 0000 oG 00000 0000

| It stood upon the banks of a gentle
river, n fixbing village of great modes-
ty. The morning sun would toss its
| benuties out upon the waters of a mild
bl&li;ﬂﬂll. The roadways were of shells
that had been poundod into powder of
the whitest. Old fashioned coltages
| Hoedd the streets, their porches fes-
itooned with e¢limbing roses whose
' sweet scent woedded the lavish per-
fume of wandering honeysuckle and
| set forth to meet the fresh smell of the
lmy.

g

Hdriftwood. Rottlng ways bathed thelr
lrwt in the greenish water, and about
them played the children they had giv-
en birth, a myriad of small boats upon
the sleeping waves. One of these be-
longed to & higher caste than the oth-
ers, Tlere was a e¢lean coat upon it,
and proudly it rode to a well made
'mooring. When the breeze would
swing it slowly, the oild man seated
upon a last streich of the ways could
read its pame.

“Mary!” he commented siowly, re-
moving the pipe from his mouth amdl
puffing out a cloud of graylsh smoke.
Then, turning to a man close by, he

FEATHERS!

We will pay the highest for
feathers. at the Mattress Factory,
Maln street,

Relicfon-

asked:

“D’ye s'pose why 'tis named Mary?"

“He's sweet on Mary Harte,” said
the other without displaying a bit of
interest in anything save the chip he
was whittling.

“Oh!™ remarked the old one, grinning
to hims=elf and sticking the pipe back
into his mouth, proving a bit of senti-
ment could not lure him from the hab-
it. “Yeore he comes now.”

“He's got his oars along,” said the
other, looking across the quiet space
of water. “I)'ye s’pose he's goin' ont?
“Reckon so, but “tain't lookin® much
out there on the bay. Gittin® a pesky
fog up, I'm thinkin"." And the old man
grunted at the foolishness of it. “Why
in thunder dou't he stay at bome for
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CHOLCE LAND
FOR SALE!

Twenty acres of land
in First Ward, and four

Also House of eight

rooms for sale or rent.
Can be had on easy

714 Zanesfield Ave.

onet? O late be's out on that stream
most o his time.”

“§'pose he wants to git married,” sug-
gested the companion, cutting a large
section off the chip with a contemptu-
ous flourish of the knife. “He's an-
other one o these danged fules. But
these youngsters won't listen to no rea-
son. There's that feller breakin' his
back summer an' winter, sunshine an’
bad weather, come better or worse, all
so's he can scrape enough together to
buy a peck o trouble.”

“1 can't understand it,” said the old
man, smoking up on his pipe,

“Well, I can see through it in a way,”
admitted the whittler meditatively,
“‘cause when I wus young an’ neces-
sarily foolish 1 had the same thing in
mind fer quite a spell. But Hank Jor-
dan—ye know Hank—well, he gotter
ahead ¢ me an’ married the woman.
Then 1 says to myself, ‘I'll see what's
in this game,' says 1. So, by jing, Hank
starts in to make a livin® fer a fambly
o' two, me havin' a quliet, peaceable
time all the while, but 'fore he was
through he was workin' like a plow
borse In a muddy furrow, tryin' to
swim with six kids' store bills on his
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back. The on'y things I had to owe fer
durin’ that same space o Ume was my
terbacker an’ one shirt, "cause, ye know,
I'm not hard on clothes, But Hank
Jordan bought enough clothes to cover
a regiment, an’ while they'd be showin’
‘em in the street Hank'd be sittin’ in
the back yard, with a bit o' chalk an'
a board, tryin' to figger out how to
stave off the rent. 1 never could see
the sense o' it. In the las’ nine years
I've on'y had the chilblains an' the
quinsy, but Hank Jordan had every-
thing from muinps to milk rash—not
him, ye know, but them as he was
mainly responsible fer."”

The man across the way tossed a
pair of oyster tongs down i[nto the
clean boat and whistled for a ragged
looking dog playing about the town's
edge. Then, with it beslde him at the
tiller, he ran up the small sall and
steered out into the mist of the river
marshes. An hour’s run brought him
over the ledges, where with a sounding
splash the stone anchor was dropped,
and down, down, down, went the hun-
gry tougs for the first clutch. Down
on the zandy ledges he hoped to find
his happlness and wrench It from the
bottom. There was a scissorslike mo-
tion of the long arms, a twisting, tear-
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ing, sucking grapple of the teeth; then
up, up, up, came the swaying poles, the
witer trickling back over the bands
that hauled, and with a nolsy clatter
the catch of grimy things was dumped
into the boat’s bottom, and so on
through the long day, sametimes star-
ing stupidly out over the gray shifting
desert at a passing steamer slowly
plodding up the channel or eying io
sllent wonder a yncht sweeping silent-
Iy and swiftly by his little craft.

It was iu the afternoon. The boat
was half filled with muddy shells,

“Lemme see, Regs” said the man.
“What's the date terday? The 10th?
Bo it is. "Tain't agoin® to be very long
now, Regs.” He slowly counted a
number of deep scratches upon the
thwart. Some of them were crossed
over with a counter scerateh. There
were nine pot tnllied. He got out a
knife and rodely crossed  another,
“Eight more days to wait,” he mutter-
ed—*"eight more duys.” ’

“Then won't there be a fine time,
Regs?* he commenced gayly. The dog
cocked his head sidewnys and whined
an appreciation. “The whole village "Il
talk o' it, an’ the piace 'l be fine. Goln®
to have Sam Lawder's house—that
new un—an’ there’'ll be a sea scene
over the door an’ a raft o' curiosities
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' sn the mantel, "sides rockin' chairs an’
pofeys an’ all that sort o thing. But,
say, Regs, derned if 1 ever see such &
fog as Is gittin® vp.” The man pevred

hnd shut down upon him sllent and
He pulled up the anchor
and started to row home,

The dull, monotonous clang of a light-
house bell eatme at iutervals from some
where. He knew not exactly where.
| He was getting bewildered In this
| gmoky cloud of foz. Then he rested
upon the oars, letting the boat drift,
and listened intently for the mysterio«s
note of the bell. 1t was farther off—it
seemed so—and which way?

Suddenly a strange, humming nolse
reached him—wind or— e fished bhur
riedly Into a side locker for a born and
sent two long, harsh blasts across the
unknown waters. A loud, swishing
soumnd could be heard, growing nearer,
above a babble of Impotent nolse, A
bell rang, and the hoarse ory of a siren
heought him terror, About the boat

Upon the shore was a little shipyard |
all covered with chips amd darkened |

| There was a

were oply the moving wmass of cloud
land and a few feet of Inpping water—
no heaven, no other thing but that,
motionless, and the sobbing noise, The
man screamed shrilly, feebly, “Aboard
there!™

Then a great, deuse shape loomed up
out of the sea lke a ruthiless grasping
band to crush bhim. Lmmense, terrible,
It towered a moment over the boat
crunch of splintering
wood, 8 weak excited bark of a fright-

'ened dog, a despalring wall from a

man, and a white wave of foam
dripped back from the beak of the mon-
ster. It passed on with a rushing roar,
satisfied. A burst of clanging and
clanking enme from the silence and
died away agailn. A beleh of reddish
fire lighted for an instant the yellow
pall and then left it as before. The
thing dissolved like a ghost in the mist.

' The waves churned for a moment a rag

of canvas Then everything disap-
peared, and the silence settled down as
the quiet of eternity.

The whitecupped waves raced and
tossed for a time, worrying =ome little
bits of splintered wood. Then they
began agnin the old, old chant, sighing
mournfully s tune with the twilight
breeze, slowly lifting the fog. O in
the distance a single polnt of light
glimmered mistily, polnting the way
home. The winds told the tale to the
shores In the black watches of the
night.

An old man who had once again
claimed his seat by the rotting ways
fisbhed from the tossing lips of the wa-
ter a bit of board,

“What's this? be asked of another
who occupied bimself cutting a picce of
chip. They exmmined it curiously to-
gether.

“Looks like the thwart o' a boat”
sald the man,

“Here—bhere! What's them marks?®™
polnting at a number of rode scratches
in the wood,

“1 dunno,” sald the other, slowly
shaking his bead In doubt. “Never
saw them on a boat's thwart before.
There's eight o' "em not tallied, See!
Wonder if that's got anything to do
with it!"

Chosen by PProxy.
The man whose long suffering sister
has always selected all lhis gifts for

for weddings bas recently passed
through an experience which makes
him feel that he must mend his ways,

Not long ago he went to pay a wed-
ding call and expressed mueh admira-
tion for the sllver and china on the 5
o'clock tea table at which his pretty
hostesa was pouring tea.

“Which cup do yon like best¥ she
asked him archly. “Tell me, and you
shall have your tea In It."

He looked helplessly at bher and then
at the caps.  “Obh, [ don't know. 1
think that s the prettiest, perhaps,”™
be sald, indicating an eggshell cup.

“Your taste Lasn't changed, then,
That Is the one you gave me when
my engagement was announced,” she
sald gayly. Amd he endeavored to ap-
pear comfortable. although he knew
his face was growing red.

Later on, as he rose to go, his hostess
sald:

“What do you think of that plcture
over the mantel? ['ve seen you look-
ing at it 2 number of times."

“1 wasn't looking at that,” said this
luckless guest. “lt's very fine, but 1
was looking at the smaller one on the
left. It's a curious thing, Isn't t? Yet
there's a sort of charm about "

“I fancied you thought so when you
sent it to me for a wedding gift,"” sald
the bride.—Exehnnge,

An Auntograph Copy.

The man who undertook to cross the
continent “on the linrricane deck of a
donkey”™ and earn his expenses as he
went was sure to have experiences
worth something to himself If not to
any one else.  He had photographs
made of himself and the donkey. These
he sold for 25 cents ench. At Yonkers
his purse was light, and his bills were
heavy., He said:

1 resolved to rise at dawn aml sell
enongh pictures 1o pay Lills ir 1
had to sell them at cost. 1 =0l to work.
By 1 o'clock 1 had visited every shop,
store and Chinese lnundey aml was
talking hoarseiy to n corper grocer,
who sat on a keg of mackere] sampling
lmburger chveese, | offensd] a pletare
for 15 cents, but the reduction in price
did not interest him

“I vant not o picture at nny price!™
he declared

“1 lack 15 cents of the nmonnt of my
hotel BIIL™ 1 urged. *1 o in dire
stralts.”

His reply was weak., but the cheese
was strong enough to belp him out.
My mental mwngazine luud but a single
charge left, and 1 firsd that.

“Jsn't It worth 15 ecnts to know a
fool when you see one?”

“Yopoom, | odink 1 oees” answered
the man, *amd eof you vill write It on
the pleture 1 buy him."—Youtlh's Com-
panion.
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friends at Christmas, on birthdays and’

off into the dense yellow cloak that

!

WHEN THE
TIDE TURNED

By MARIE AVARY

Copyright, 102, by MeClure's Newspaper
Syndicate.

The fresh sea breeze gave Acton
Davis a sfucy “good wornipng” as he
sauntered out on the porch. It blew
Betty Fagan's yellow curls auriole wise
round her face. She looked up joy-
ously.

“Lazybones, are you here at last¥”
she cried werrily. “1 bave been walt-
ing for you for ever so long.”

Davis sat down beside ber on the
step and looked ut ber with good hu-
mored tolerunce as he said lightly,
“What do you want this morniog,
child ¥

The girl detected the superiority In
his tone. A flush rose to her cheeks,
and her volee had & plaintive ring as
she sald, “Children are so unreasonn ble
and want 2o many things, don't they?
Then, with swift return to ber fonuer
bantering: “These are my commands;
#0 read, mark, learn and Inwardly di-
gest, as the prayer book puts it. 1
want you to promise to take me to
Hazard rocks this afternoon.”

A shade fell on the man's face. She
went on hastily: “I"ve wanted to go all
sumner, and NOW _snmuier is almaost
over. You promised you would take
me If 1 was very, very goodl. amd, oh,
it will be so lovely to scramlie along
the shore and find long gstrands of
strange sgeawesd and come upon un-
expected pools full of jelly and star
fishi! DPlease take me., 1 will be good.”

Her eyves were shining aml ber checks
pink with excitement as she bent to-
ward bhim pleadingly.

The man besitated as if fearful of
paining her by a refusal. He seemed
solely intent In watching the white-
ecaps in thelr mad race for the shore.
Then he sald brasquely: “No, I won't
take you. I ought never to have prom-
isedd, and so 1 take it back. You are
quite too foolhardy to venture In so
dangerous a plnce. You would be sure
to fall on those treacherous, slimy
rocks, and then there would be the
devil to pay. If the tide should cateh
us, there would be no hope.™

Betty's ehin quivered lke a child’'s,
and the tears were shining through ber
long lashes, @#

Davis felt swift compunction for his
hasty words. “I honestly don't think
1t"s safe to take you, Betty, or I wounld,
Protise to forget about it, and we will
go for a sail on the Petrel or anywhere
else at your pleasure. Come, show me
that you can be a reasonable lttle
girl”

Betty might not have resented his
futherly tone If & gay volce had pot
rung out behind her:

“What are you two fighting about, as
usual? Give mean explanation.” And
she laughed rather maliclously. It was
Mra. Neville, the source of Betty's
beartaches for the Iast weeks.

The girl rose impetuously. “1 have
pnothing to explain,™ she sald icily.
“Mr., Davis c¢an tell you what he
plenses. It is nothing to me.™

Davis looked after her with a frown
of aunoyance. It was really unpardon-
able for Betty to behave so rudely.
Bhe was too old for such childishness.
It was gquite true that they had quar-
reled almost constantly for the last
weeks; he forgot that it was only sinee
Mrs. Neville had appearcd at the hotel,

The young widow sank back in a
rocking chalr with a little laugh. She
looked unusually pretty this morning,
and a=s the man looked at her admiring-
Iy his frown faded. The full blown
rose was certninly more satisfying than
the thorny bud.

Mrs. Neville met his glance by a well
executed droop of her lashes, “Tell me
all about it,” she commanded play-
fully.

“Betty wanted me to take her to
Hazard rocks,” Davis explained, “And
I would not take her because it Is so
dangerous a trip.”

Mrs. Neville was all Interest. The
Hazard rocks! She had beard about
them.  Did people ever go there? And
was it all very romantic and exelting?
A look of daring flashed across her
fuce. Sbhe bent forward and gazed
struight into his eves, “Will you take
me there " she ashed softly.

Perhaps it was the glnmour of her
tirk eyes, the Inoxleation of her warm
breath on his chivek. The man grew
white. His volee was low agd tense
as he nuswered, “Yes: [ will tuke you”

Betty did not appoar at lunch., Again
Davis felt the strange pang of coln-
punciion as he missed ber lnunghing
clintter. He ] not know that Mrs
Neville had met her In the hall and ex-
plained thuat. thougzh the Hazard rocks
were much too dang rous a plice for
chlldren. it was gquite permlssible for
grownups, and Acton had promised to
take her.

The girl had drawn herself up to all
the slim helght of her cighteen years
and turned away without o word.

Nor did he guess that when the two
strolled away an hour Inter a pair of
blue eyes watched them from behind
the half shut blinds, while slow tears
rulled down the pule cheeks

The rest of the guests shortly depart-
ed for nan afternoon’s safl. So present-
Iy Betty crept down, a forlorn [itle
figure. As the afternocon waned, bring-
Ing uo slgns of the two, a vogue foar
began to take possession of her, The
tide had begun to torn. Could It be
that they had failed to notice t?  She
recalled Acton's words with a thrill of
fenr, “1f the tide should eateh us, there
would be no bope.”

L - L]

L . L] L]

Mr. Acton Davis was not enjoying
his afternoon. The two had sernmbled
along the foot of the cliffs untll they
reached the balf submerged pile of
rocks bearing the name of Hazard

Fhe man was gazing at the sea. Hea
rould not forget the glint of tears In
Wlly's eyoes,

He turned suddendy to his companion
with a reckless resolve to mnke the
best of the matter. Something In the
Innguorous depths of the dark eyes
secmed to fire his hlood, With a swift
movewnent he eaught her to him,

But as his lips met hers a wave of re-
pulsion, sudiden as unexplainable, made
bim start back. As he did so he heard
the splash of water, A Uny wave was
breaking at his very feet. The tide
had risen.

With a ery of horror he sprang to a
higher point of rock and looked des-
perately toward the path over which
they hand come. The waves were lick-
ing bungrily at the base of the cliff.
Above the rock towered dark and
trackless, They were canght Jn a
deathtrap,

But he would not give up hope. Some
fisher boat might be near. Agdin and
agnin be sent his volee ringing out over
the tossing waters,

Az the last echoes died away he
secmed 1o hear a faint answering hal-
loo. Again his cry for help rang out;
again came the pearing answer. A
boat shot from behind the point. A
single figure struggled with the oars
it was a girl—Betty.

It seecwned an eternity before she
ground the Keel on the sand and he
bad lifted in the almost unconsclous
figure of his companion.

Then the two set to work at the oars,
Muny a time they bhad rowed for o
prize. but this was a struggle with
death. The tide was rising higher and
storm clonds were gathering. 1If they
could win past the point to the quiet
wiaters of the bay, all would be well
If not— Mrs. Neville huddled In a

_beap In the stern watched their des

perate efforts with fear dilated eyes.

One great pull, another, and they
shot into the bay. They were saved!

As Betty ceased to feel the flerce
current tuggfing at ber oars ahe fell
forward nervelessly. -

She awoke to the dash of waters on
her temples. The boat was drifting
near the landing and Acton was pil-
lowing her head on his arm. *“1 dared
not stop rowing before, dear,” he was
saying humbly.

As e read the heaven of love In her
violet eyes he drew her close and
whispered, “You saved my. life, my
brave little girl, and 1 did not deserve
it, for 1 have behaved like a brote™
She put up one little hand, blistered
and bLlesding from ber cruel exertions,
and tried to stop his words. *“It is all
right now,” she said weakly. There
was a smile of perfect content on her
face.

They had both forgotten Mrs. Ne
ville, but she still huddied in the stern
and looked longingly at the shore, too
white and shaken to think of love or
lovers,

A Reviewer's FProtest.

We get accustomed to the pleasant
little ways of novelists and are some-
times Inclined 1o overlook minor sole-
cisins when we remember that they are
all part of a praiseworthy effort to
piease. But just now we feel called on
to protest against a prevalent practice
that tends to get on the reviewer's
nerves. The danger of using such
phrases as “Such things might happen
in a novel, but pot in real life,” or “As
they say In novels” should, one would
think, be sufficlently apparent to writ-
ers of fiction. *“If this were a novel”
remarks an Ingenfous writer, “so and
=0 might have occurred, but in & narra.
tive of plain fact” etc. This sort of
thing has, of course, the sole result of
reminding the reader that be Is reading
a novel, and Iif he Las been begulled by
the nuthor into losing bimself for a mo-
ment the effect is at once dispelled.
Suppose Hamlet had taken the oppor
tunity to remark to his mother in the
closet scene, “After all, this Is ounly a
play, you know!” But the person who
wrote under the name of Shakespeare
practiced the art that bides art (some
say the artist also), and be was far too
wary to remind his andiences that be
was imposing on their credulity.—Lon-
don Post.

Gardening For an Invalld,

Several years ago 1 found myself too
much of an invalid to be out In the gar-
den sowing seeds amnd with no one at
my service who in my opinion could
be trusted to do It for me. A summer
without fowers was too dreary a pros
pect to be contemplated.

1 secured n bhalf dozen wooden boxes
about the size of common “soap boxes
and bad them sawed so that they were
each four inches deep. These boxes
were so small that when filled with soil
they could be easily lifted about. 1
had the boxes filled with soll from the
garden, and now lmagine my comfort
as 1 sat at a table sowing my sceds!
There were no cramped limbs and ach-
ing back, as was usunlly the case when
[ had sowed my seeds in the seed bed.
I had that year as fine a display of an-
nuals as 1 ever had when the seeds
were sown In the garden, In spite of
the faet that the weather did not get
warm epough for it to be prudent for
an Invalld to sit on the ground to
transplant them until hetween June 9
and 10 —Country Life In America.

The Cocksure Schoolboy.

Here are some examples of what the
Rritish schooiboy can do when he tries
hard:

“Johin Wesley was a great sea cap-
tnin. He beat the Duteh at Waterloo
andd by degrees rose to be Duke of Wel-
ngton, He wans buried near Nelson
In the "octs’ corner at Westminster ab-
by ™"

“The sublime porte Is a very fine old
wine™

“The possessive case s the case when
somebody hias got yours and won't give
it 1o you.”

“The plural of penny I8 twopence.”

“Mushireoms always grow In damp
places, uud so they look llke uwmbrel-
las™

ONE of CUPID'S
WAYS

By Sarah Lindsay Coleman

Capyright, 1oz,
by McClure's Newspaper Syndieate

wns crowded: It usually was when
there was a promise of a fine sunset.

Brooks gazed steadily from the win-
dow on the nupicturesque side of the
car. Even when the passengers crowd-
ed to the other slds to look fnto the
valley far below them and at the
mountains—mountains piled on top of
mountaing—he sat motionless,

As the Country club was passed he
showed some interest.

It was Miss Hilderbrand's afternoon
to pour tea there. Six months before,
when Miss Hilderbrand bad poured
ten, Brooks sat on the clubhouse steps.
The laughter of gay volees had drifted
through the open windows to him. The
club members seemed very gay. Brooks
was a club member, but he was not
any.

An lliness had sent him to the resort
town to recuperate. Most of the hotel
people belonged to the club, and he had
Joined. It seemed to him a good way
to get rid of the time that bung so
beavily on his hands

But he {dido't care for golf, he
conldn’t dance, be knew so little of the
new books and the old pictures, the
thousand and one things they talked
about. He was an alien. Looking up,
be saw Miss Hilderlrand on the step
above him.

Miss Hilderbrand was the leader of
the fashionables that ran the Country
club. Her clothes were imitated, ber
speeches repented.

Brooks hnd wondered that =0 re
servid @ woman could be as popular.
He had noticed that the charm of dis-
tinction was in bher high bred face,
and then thought no more about her.
Women were not much in his line
elther,

Miss Hilderbrand bad smiled down
on him and sald that she wanted him
to come in and drink tea with ber.
And when she smiled the question of
her popularity was settled.

After that day Brooks became a real
member of the club. The women left
younger men to talk to him; the men
slapped him on the back, invited him
to drinks and voted him a flne old
chap.

He began to enjoy the life and the
new spirit of friendliness that per-
vaded the atmoesphere. There was Do
more talk of leaving this circle of
bright, pretty women and jolly fellows.

Brooks realized that he owed the
change to Miss Hilderbrand, Once he
asked her why she had taken him ap,
and she replied that she was sorry for
lonely things.

fix months had made a new man of
Brooks, and still he lingered.

People had come and gone, as they
do at resort hotels, but Miss Hilder-
brand had not gone.

The afternoon had again come for
her to pour tea for the club members,
but she had sent her excuses,

Johnston, a friend and fellow citizen
of hers, said that she had gone on the
mountain to be alone and get a grip
on herself; that a telegram had brought
her bad news.

The car ¢limbed slowly.

Brooks hadn’t the slightest idea what
the trouble was nor what assistance he
could render. There was but one de-
sire In his bonest heart, and that was
to help her. How he would do it badn't
been revealed, but, with his usual di-
rectness, he had followed ber to find
out.

On the mountain top the band play-
ed, and gay groups of people moved in
every direction.

Brooks came upon Miss Hilderbrand,
solitary in the midst of the crowd.
The glow of the sunset was on her,
and as he came up she smiled un-
steadily.

“I'm sorry you've heard It. 1 leave
tomorrow. I hoped it would not be
found out, but of course everybody
will know."”

“I'm wnot everybody,” said Brooks
stoutly. “1 came because I want to
comfort lonely things, What ean 1
do?

Miss Hilderbrand's glance went over
Brooks’ stout figure and came back to
his clear eyes. The two faces were in
sijarp contrast —in his the rugged
strength of a more simple civillzation;
in the girl's the suggestion of extreme
culture.

“I'm glad you came.” she said quite
simply. “I'll like to remember it when
I've become a dressmaker. That's what
I've been up here declding —what to do
with myselfl now that the money's
swopt away. Dressmaking s my only
real talent, aml,”™ with another attempt
at a smile, “1"m thousht to be such an
accomplishied young woman™

“But there's MeAdoo” Brooks spoke
that name with Jithenlty. Among the
men there was one he detested, and
it was Miss Hilderbrand's fiance.
“Haven't you taken him Into your ar-
rangements ¥

“He hasn't tanken me
rangenwents,” she sald,

Brooks stared at her as though he
had lost his senses,

“T've been jiltedl” She looked across
the valleys filling with mist and not at
Brooks.

“Habits arc hanrnd to break™ She
spoke to bersell as much as to him.
“It had gzone on =o long it was a habit.
If we bad cared (or each other, we
would have been married long ago™

She turned to BProoks., “But It hurts
one’s pride to be Thrown overboard on
the day one loses the money.” she sald
“I'm depressed at the dressmaking,
too,” she apologizesl

“How'd a companion dJdo¥?”
Brooks cautiously.

into his ar-

asked
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“Not at all.™ sald the girl
mean temper.”

“The old person has the disposition
of a cherub.”

*“I can't read and I sing abomipably.”

“"Twouldn't be required.”

“What would ¥

“Whatever pleased you.™"

“Buot,” half petulantly, “I don't lke
old Iadies.”

“This is an old gentleman.”

“*Twouldn't do; highly improper.™

“Oh, yes it would! It's eminently re-
spectable.” Brooks got to his feet and
began speaking rapldly.

“Look here,” he sald, “I know you
don't care for me, but you are the fin-
est girl 1 ever saw. I'm too old to
learn all love's little tricks, but you
won't expeet much foolishness., [ ney-
er had time for it when I was =&
youngster, and 1 can’t promise much
as a lover. but 1 can make your life

easier and leave you a respectable pile
of money at my death.™

“Amnd what would you galn? Miss
Hilderbrand asked the question when
the silence had becowme audible. She
bad paled perceptibly.

“The right to make you happy,” sald
Brooks.

The girl was silent. Her critical
eyes saw Brooks, who was npelther
young nor handsome, at his best.

“Doun’t you think I wouldn't galn
anything?" said the man. The silence
was making him anxious.

“But you couldn’t love me"” plain-
tively. “You think love ponsense, and
women need it.”

Drooks got possession of 2 hand not
far away. “I could learn,” he protest-
ed ardently.

“And everybody would say I mar-
ried you for your mouney.”

“Let ‘em!” stoutly. “A lot of old
gossips!™

Miss Hilderbrand drew ber band
away.

“I couldn't consider it.” she sald. A
certain mischief that wns new to her
wne in her averted face. *“I've just
been jilted. and | would be so lonely
while yon were learning.”

Brooks slipped his a®m about her.
They were away from the people. and,
anyway, it dide't matter. He turned
her face to meet his eager.one.

“I don't huve to learn. It's come to
me. You shan't say ‘No Why, I love
you like—-like fury!” His volce thrilled
with his earnestness.

The girl lnughed contentedly.

“I've &

“You are a uice old gentieman.” she =

sald, “even If you are forty. 1 haven't
been asked about it. and 1 guess 1
shouldn’t say so, but I'm awfully fond
of yon."

The Antiquity of the Cat.

It seems hard to believe that during
all the long ages which passed between
the dawn of civilization and the Chris-
tlan era the Romans and Greeks should
have been ignorant of the most famil-
lar pet of our homes, the common cat.
Yet no fact seems established more
clearly than this. Habn in his “Wan-
derings of Plants and Animals™ insist-
el upon it, amd it has since been estab-
lishedd by the united efforts of scholars
and zoologists. We know now that
our domestic favorite—with its win-
ning, eoy ways., uneasy when removed
from man's soclety and yet never com-
pletely trusting it, with its mysterious
ol world alr—was unknown to the
chief nations of antiguity till after the
Christian era.

It was the patient and gifted nation
of the Nile valley that built the hall
of columns at Karnak and that reared
such colossal statues as that of Ram-
eses 11 at Memphis, not to speak of
the pyramidz. that first tamed the cat.
Hereditary antipatby as deep as that
which reigns between the feline race
and mankind does not die out in a gon-
eration. Countless years and many
dynasties must have pnssed ere the
wildest mwembers of creation becatwe
the most fajithful servants of nankind,
In Egypt we know that cats were re-
garded with veneration amd embalmed
and buried after their denth.—London
Academy. -

He Wrote
An English novelist te
ence of a liternry frignd
the eountry in order to ta L on
a farm. He saw the [ r gnd con-

ducted the  preilminary =dtiations
with perfect un:.sz:;a-iiﬁ'h shides.
Presently he asked, » il you like

some refercnces¥’  “No, %o "gaid the
farmer genially. “Yomsiare a gentle-
man. 1 st izht forwandness
written acros= your (goer Don't both-
or about the refernccgss Lexpect you
want to get bhack Your business in
the city.” The friendinfitioned that
e lind no businggas-in the dity. “Oh,
then” «ald the farmer-—1 sippose~yon
have bysiness n:i??ﬂ‘" theeity.” “No,”
he replicd. T aygem author® “Whatr
eriedd the farmdy, “Not an author
that writes books?
that Lie Lad written books. A look of
doulbt crept over the bonest farmer's
face. “Well. welll™ he said, “to turn
back to the business we were talking
about, I think, after ail, mister, TH
have to trouble you for a couple of
thew references.”

experi-
ent to

cnn see

Tricks of Language.

Cuonning in the use of language to
give false impressions {s a Yankee trick
celebrated in song and story. Many in-
stances of Its use come to light in the
testimony given in courts. An illus-
tration of such dishonest craftinessa is
related by a Maine gentleman. A man
came to him wanting bim to buy a
share In a country lottery in which the
principal prize was a horse. “I'll take
ofie,” he said, “if you'll warrant me I
shall draw the horse™ *“0Oh, yes" sald
the seller glibly, pocketing the cash.
“T'Il warrant you to get the horse™
The horse went in another directiom,
and the ticket holder, meeting the sell-
er, sald jokingly, “I theught you war-
ranted me to draw that horse™ *“Ob,
no,” sald the other shrewdly; “I did
not say warrant, but want. 1 said [
wanted you to get the borse, and I id"™
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Yes, he admmed‘f"'




